Ruckertlieder of Gustav Mahler (Jennie Tourel, New York Phil- 
harmonic, Leonard Bernstein, conductor; Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau, 
Berlin Philharmonic, Karl Boehm, conductor; WNCN) 

The poetry of Friedrich Rückert and the music of Gustav Mahler 

and the synthesis is perfect and neither is background and neither 
is foreground. Transparency, The Tourel recording I heard in 

the afternoon and the Fischer-Dieskau in the evening and both 

of them sing "Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen" and I prefer 
Tourel's to that of Fischer-Dieskau. "Ich bin der Welt abhanden 
gekommen" and that ineffable sequence of five notes which represents 
a "pentatonic archetype" in the works of Mahler says Philip T. 
Barford, a "Motiv" which is used in the third movement of Symphony 
No. 4; in "Nun seh'ich wohl. .." in Kindertotenlieder; in "Ich 
bin der Welt abhanden gekommen" in RUckertlieder; in the Adagietto 
of Symphony No. 5; in the Second Part of Symphony No. 8 and which 
has "weniger exponiert in vielen anderen Werkern Mahlers." Both 
Tourel and Fischer-Dieskau sing "Ich atmet" einen linden Duft" 

and "Um Mitternacht" and Tourel sings "Earthly Light" and Fischer- 
Dieskau sings "Blicke mir nicht in die Lieder." Jennie Tourel 


died in 1973 and Leonard Bernstein said: ". .. ultimately her 
most intimate companion was loneliness, The paradox of Jennie: 

so richly endowed, surrounded by loving friends, gallant admirers, 
and adoring fans. Yet she was never free of the always shocking 
awareness of isolation--except in those few thousand minutes of 
her life when she was transported by the bliss of communication 


through her art. That communication was her credo: the maximum 
penetration to human sensibilites; yet an hour later she was 
isolated, She lived her life on the assumption that "No man is 
an island"; but she also knew, and so often told me she knew, 
that every man is an island, . . She knew that birth and death 
are lonely acts, painfully private and incapable of being shared. 
But she was determined that every moment in between would be 
shared to the greatest possible degree. . ." Communication and 
the only escape from the subjective is art and only when subjectiv- 
ity is form-alized does the world disappear and the space-time 
continuum of empirical reality is obliterated by the space and 
time inherent in the conceptual form of every valid work of art, 
Ruckertlieder and T.S. Eliot was born 100 years after Rtickert: 





